I might dislike being poor. I might quarrel with
^Richard. But I wasn't going to hear him talked of like
that, Andrew swiftly changed his tack. He said that
every man must expect difficult times to start with
when he embarked on a new profession. Still, that
was no reason why his wife should suffer for it. He
was a friend of Richard's and an old friend of mine,
and he didn't like to think of me getting shabby and
living without anything to look forward to. It would
cost him very little to help me, and it might make a
good deal of difference to me. I had always been a
good mimic and I had the makings of an actress- Would
Richard mind if he paid my training fees at a dramatic
school and let me have a ten pounds a month dress
allowance, so that I could keep up with the other
students ?
I talked Andrew's proposal over with Richard.
"By all means accept it if it'll make you happy/* he
said. I do not think he would have been so formal if
he had really been pleased; I fancy it was his fear of los-
ing me if he didn't make me happy with his own small
means that induced him to agree* But I saw no hidden
threat behind the offer. Andrew, once I had shown
him I didn't mean to have my husband discussed, had
been so friendly and paternal. I had always cherished
at the back of my mind the dream that I might one
day be an actress. Now I was to challenge the dream
to meet reality, and I wasn't afraid of its facing the
challenge. I felt only the slight tremor which is the
cloak of confidence that brilliant morning of early
summer when I first mounted the stairway of the
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